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1 Onf lu Se this 1 5 Comical Gen- 
f tleman, that ever writ in Torment, 
Stu ying whom to dedicate his 
2 Burleſque Poems to,pitch'd at laſt on hissiſters 5 
little Bitch: And another merry Fellow on 
the ſame account craved the Patronage of a 
Lady's Monkey: Either of 'em having more 
Manners, than to trouble Men of Senſe with 
Works of that Nature, tho' the latter outſtrip 


the firſt i in his Choice, by addreſſing the ſubtler 
„„ A ä Ani 
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5 below a 00 
was happily accomplifh'd in ſtumbling on 


Subject of a Famous Man abo 
| Years ago. 1 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory.... 
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* 2323 „„ 


K ˖— RS. 


: Animal. I had a mind to imitate both, but to 
Copy 3 ; and fo was fort'd to look out for 


d edel, 


ſomethin 


7 


Marken 
which 1 da 


yet 


your Seremſſr me Follies, whoſe Praiſe, was the 


"We Hundred 


— I fivpe} matt Eglgtols rote that ſuch . 
1 of Lec as have fingly adorn'd the Frontiſ- 

the Learned, whoſe — has 

been oa; ſhows to-Authors:of the ſame do - 

ciety, Bay tilt remember thei end of 

tion: Poets like Painters. may ſeem: oply' to 

mind the Object they dell. on: but ſwyhilſt 


one flatters Jour Qualities, andthe, other your 
| Features, however Drawing your Picture may 
be he Pane Drawing: you Furſe 1s che 


aim. 1 ie 381170 10 
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"2 n not uſe this Freedom, if 1 * 


ay, 
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The Byiftls Dedicatory. 


be ſuſpeted of ' queſtioning the Munificence 
of a Society, fo eminently able and willing to 
reward: for who can doubt of the one, that 

conſiders, bow Fortune has always favourd 

| you, even to a Proverb? Or, who miſtruſt 
the other, that knows, how ſoon. you and 
” oy: A are n | 


e ; 


0 as 4 ht 1 1 8 


1 am ſorry, Worthy Mecenates, that can t 1 
Comply with the laudable Cotes of preſent- 
ing every one with a Copy : Tho many of you 
that live in Noble Streets and Spacious Dwell- 
ings, are eaſily found out; yet for fear, that 
s - ; others - 


Some Leisten, will wonder, how 1 0 
att confine my {elf within the narrow 

5 Bounds of the Town, whilſt others will blame 
me for chuſing to large a Society: But, to 

N Anſwer both, I conceived the Book would ” 
hardly out-walk the Bills of Mortality, and 

was willing to have a Patron i in every Corner | 
it * Travel. 101815 
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others of obſcuret — tho equally de-. 
ſerving,” might be ſcaped, I have left orders 
with my Bookſellers, to furniſh any one of the 
Society Gratis, that __ do methe — to 
eat * une 2 0. 37011 5 97 05 99: -,U0\ | 


þ 2 


This Dedication | Sik as: firſt: cht * 
been laid at your Feet, I hope, will be favou- 
rably accepted by your Follies ; who are re- 


nown'd Adorers of Novelty, and Laviſh Bene. 


factors to Whinifical Enventions, ©" 511210 b“ 


FOR for the Work it fold; as. vain demi : 
to:think it worth: your perufal; with Which, 
next to the Bookſellers, yowll oblige your Sere- 
niſſime Follies ae Admirenz and Well . 
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4 a Pig you ſob time 0g 1 4 Diſh f 
Fables; but Wel---ton ſays, They went 
down with you like: chopt Hay-: Raw. 


I'm ſure, they were very good Meat 3 3 and either 

= have been the Devil of a Cook to em, or elſe your 
; Month was' out of Taſte: if I fpoy''s 4 them in tbe 

- Dreſſing, Task 


my Frenc 1 Caterer 8. pardon; if - 


5 Nudes whs ought - to beg mine. Trold you 
2 then that if you did not like them, you ſhould 
'be troubled wit no more of em, and 13 been as 
good as my word; for I have made no more Fables 
fence, than I Have built Churches. 


Now I Have provided you a little Ragow of 


Gods, Giants, Pins, Speeches, Stars, Meal- 
| tubs, and other Nick-nocks all jumbled together a 
la Fancoiſe: : If it pleaſes your Palate, there are 


Four. Me Meſſes left behind : which you "hal have © 


"7 


= 's, — * = Jerved 


The Hikes. 


"gh up, either all together in one great Diſh, or 
e Iſe bot and Fot, one after another in little Maza- 
rines like this, according as the Maggot —_ 
bite. There you ſhall be famiſß d e ee 


of Fi ting, 22 Retreats; Bravado 65 Folks, ; : 


_ cap Mountains a top of one another, as Ls 
ri » China-diſhes,,.o and are as eager os reach 5 
has Ry, 6 flaw 1 Ci ; 


8 fe 704s no wiſer aa me of uk tur 
Bees, Storks, and ſuch like Creatures reſembling = 
one another, which is as much to Joy; as," T bat the 5 
beſs is ne. nl -% il f eld, 
The Printer. deſired me 40 65 your r(6ZcBje or 
£ ſome Errata's, and efj pecially. three Thundrin ones, 22 
which are ſet down underneath. thei Outlandi nl 
F. 3 but be could riot bade choſe a worſe Advo- 
cate; for I have committed ſo any ene my fol 
ok I Hall hardly trouble my, head with his | 
tkending, whenever... IT. ſhall hangar : envgh,,t 5 
beg pardon for: my, aun firſts, a fan ae 7 
or not, as you pleaſe: And gs, on, gentle 
Reader, N no more to Jay. co ven, w 1 8 
5 bn.” * 9035 I Kun A (+ © oe MAS! bs TY \ a Þ Aer : 
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enowind, for making of a noiſe; 2384 
the burnt· out pious Lad, 
of his Dad 
That ſpoyl'd his Character Mich crying, 
II . 8 be nt a Rogue for 
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© And died for- 2 of a Bip; N 
His Dame, or any one of thoſe, Wn 
Which B.- has burleſqv'd i in Proſe ; — 

Nor yet that cunning Spark, whoſe Tongue 
They'd make us believe Mas ſo well hung, 

That ſaw ſo many lodes, and Cities, 

As we may read 1 in Grecian Ditties, 

Of a xepeating ld blind Harper 

wal Hebo 4 Shar T7 ; * 

Such little Folks, an't worth my while, 

Their trifles ſhant debaſe my Style. 

But now methinks I hear: a Sot 

f Cy. out, hat c: care IN tis n Fe 

Prithee tell us who tis? but ſtay : - 5 

I'll tell my Story my own way 
And would adviſe no Soul to pteſs me; ; 

For my time ſhall be yours, God bleſs me: 

Twas one entlin'd to Rapes and Marthe, 

Enquire within, and you'll know further. 5 

Typhon's the burden of my Song 


F 5 that you ys ſo * d VEL] 
Ca En 2 


9 * F 
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FLAY 
(63) 
Typhon's Wight tio Bull-Dog bolder; 
With fifty Armis/to every Shoulder; 
A monſtrous Head, that void of fear 
Was hung with Shakes inſtead of Hair; 
With horned Brows, red gliftering Eyes, 
And Noſtrills of prodigious'fize ; 
From which he ſent, enflam'd with Ire, 


Like Glaſs-houſe Chimney, Smoak and bre: F. 


Great Typhon, that deſpiſing odds, 

Alone ſtood half a dozen Gods; 

Of him 1 ſing, and of his Fellows 

So like himſelf, as Poets tell us: 
That never ſtopt at Stiles or Hedges, | 

Croſs d Rivers without Boats or Brid ges, 
Took Oaks and Pines for walking ſticks, 


Play'd o'er their Cups more boyſtr' ous nicks ! 


Than dancing Bears; and * Foot 
Tore up a Mountain by the root:: 
That ran the hazard of a 8 


Of Gods, who got but little by't; 15 86 15 . 
Ventur di to their immortal Glory 20 594 


T'attack em in their Territory, 


— 8 85 B 1 Aud 


Tc 


Aua em run, t chat whole x ho ve gente em, i 
F Humbly conceiv/d, the Dev was in ba 93d? 
lh I 181 0 bioy 2811 bre et A 


Mules, a hw nt forgo thi times, | 4 ani oY? 


= You, _ the Malier of he ; "x tro ah 
| . Shut up, Shop, and left Helicen, 1 8 Th O71? 8 
| © Turn'd Ballad-ſingers, if not n ook. 
| And Pegaſus a Sumpter Horſe ; 1 © 


When Fore got trembling on his ü TA: 
And to the Gods:tied; fave's the, Aud: 10 
Let's know the truth, good Laſſes, tell RE 
Were they ſuch damm d ill favours Bellows >. 
And was that Treaſurè in ſuch danger; / 0 | 
Which ſtill you keep like Dogs: in Manger? 2 | 
| Did Mars and Pallas fight: hike Lions, 55 7 1 


- 


D 5 25 


Or were they beaten by the n 1211 h neg T 
Had any of em cauſe to Prattle, ol £ qu 510 1. 
Or was it like Luzara's battle 

A draw-game, where both Parties bft, 2001 3 0 
Yet Crown d and TR to their coſt? S i 
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For "Oy; this 
No Gods drinne tb be ſeen, © eds 
It's like they fouglit it out, and ſo 


That Jack of all Trades, God os ut 


Are but Chimera'sias ſome fa, 381 T 


| And, faith L dert! Knott, but you e 
| But, if F are not, | 2 tell me cords any 


Inſpire my 8 me Jon t betedions; 7711 J 
Or . humble Servant Ladies. ein © 150 


28% 3185 ; | rj} 155 T 1 


* $3 ow os 


About the mdr ar Juhy o one 5 9 0 of 
Which, as it happen d was a Sant, bo 14 


The better day the better deed, 


For gtwas an Age, in which we read: a2 


Of hardly one good: Man in twenty, 


An Age, that ſpoil'd by Peace and Plenty; 1 wt N 


| * * I 
Had no Reformers, under Banners 100 2 


Of my Thirſt-e FOuntring, Manner; 1 


4 ; 1 1 1 A 80 12 
1 Oh IV. Li 43! 11 8 1411 1 pots! : 11 ; 


514 5 5 ; _ RR Thot 8 


ug nib, then hi ER 0 


Were bott de tro d fer ought we'khow, 
_ Nay evn your felves, - and whom you fon, 85 


Whoſe Drummers teach one day in ſeven; 1 
That the tap too the March of Heaven. 

I ſay 'twas in that wicked time, . ] ] 76/7 
When quenching thirſt was thought noCrime. 
That Typhon, with his Wig-of Snakes, 017. 
Had ask d ſome of his 1s" 1m AP £ br. 


Up gets the Maſter of the Feaft, '»i' 2! A 7 
His Coat unbutten d to his van ee on Rok 
Belches, and walking to ih 10) iT you! 0 
Cries, well my Lads, what ſhall we do ? 


(63. 


Thoſe — of Sobriety, , 16/7 


That watch to keep the World 40 bor oH 


T 


To dine upon as fine a Diſh, 5 


5 fucking Whales, -as Med could wilt; bal 5 
1 mean, fuc 
As to my palate *twas too greafie. 
They ſtuff d and ſwore 'twas nicely dreſt: 
o belly full, and heart at reſtl 12 ö 65 
Their Guts well lined with dainty Diet ; 
The Sons of each fat mighty quiet 0 AT 
Some half a Sleep, ſome talking bench, bs 


h Mens they, (ant pleaſe youu! 


All of *em dull enough in Conſcietice.” YiÞ" 


Are 


he. 


(9) 


Are you Fo Patch thits Afternoon At! 
Quoth Encelades tis too ſoon. 
Replies my Landlord, then let's oy 
At Nine: pins, to pats' time Oy” 
I never trled my new Set yet, 
We'll play Six and the reſt ſhall "I 
Agreed- His: Pins were made of Stons 
That weigh'd: ſome five fix hundred Tuns: 20% 
For wooden ones all Norway round, 
There was no Eimber to be N 
Half quarter big etouę They were 
Contriv'd, and wrought by Typhon's care; 
Who had deſtroyd ſome Mountains for em - 
From which with his ſtrong Fiſts he tore em; 
And one moſt round enough to row. 05 
Serv'd him in quality e 
They were not very handſome, no, nan vg 
Nor very ugly ; ; butlo, %. 
And, Faith, the Giant was no Fool ; 
That work” d ſo well! without a T ool ; 
For to all theſe. and what he made, 
The 0 an Inftcument he bad 


% . 
? " o 
Dy 1 


| Beſides his Bages che e Fü wor „ 
| Are ſet up, and the Play begins A Fl ud nt 


| For half a Farthing to be ſpen, i 
ll As in moſt: Games, ſo here it went. J 


[ Their Giantſhips were calm at firſt; 11 
| 2 But growing hot they ſu ore and — E 
= And as tis with all:Glowns and Bi ut 

k : So they had plenty of Diſputes!: 


1 Ten happen d one among the hoc 00 3 
Cauſed only by an ilbtimedqeſt go 24 ora] 2 
Which if it had gone & littie furtlier : __ | 
Could not have ended without Murther: -- 
S However T'yphon laid it by 2 703390 Lai oft Vo 
With ſome ſort ef Authority. Ne SPLIT mol 
8 Now all to play return again, 80 7058 2 En. 
As if no Quarrel e er had been * F 
When Mimas cries, - Who follows 50 05 gal EL” 
Celandor : That am] quoth Grue, - 1 
A Fellow dev'liſh ftrong i in th? Arm; 
Who, having loſt, was pretty warm, 8 8 mw 2 
And reckoning, as he left the Frame, 5 3 
What he went for, cry d, blew s the as ch 2 
W : _ et 8 


* 


Let's ſee; fifteen: by the Lord _ 

I may fave all, if I could carry 

But fix, I can tip Nine of courſe : 

Then throwing with Gigantick force : 
He hit ( the bowl by chance flying wide) | 
Typhan, who ſtood a little afide, _ 


Full butt againſt his Ancle-bone ; ; 


Which had been better let alone. 


My Landlord, who could hardly ſtand to' t, 
Drew up his Leg, and clapt his Hand tot: 
Then hopt along, made ugly Faces, 0 
And all thoſe uſual Grimaces, 5 
Which Pain requires; but that ill bred, 
Left-handed Fellow Grue, inſtead 
Of ſaying, Sir I beg your Pardon, = 
Or faith, I'm ſorry 't came ſo hard on, 
Look d quite another way, and oy; d, 
What Beaſt am 1 to fling ſo wide? 
We've loſt the Set; but yet I'll Bet ye. 
Quoth th' other, the grand Devil Set ye, 
You and your Play, with tears in's Ro. 
But how tears? tears! a Puppy cries, 


(10 
Ves, tears Sit, tears I'm for plain dealing; 
P' ye think that Giants have no feeling. 
Tas a damn'd blow, yet he forbore 
Quar'ling at home, and ſaid no * | 
To Grue ; but with a fretful look, 
To be reveng'd on ſomething, jook. 
The Pins, and threw 'em in daconable 


Anger, as high, as he was able. 
Had I beſt follow em or no, 


For they've an ugly way to go? 
And Taffure you, he that knows em, 
Together with the Man, That throws em 
; What with their Bulk, and his ſtrong Arm, 
May well ſuſpect, they will do harm. 
But telling, how from mortal Eye DCE 
They flew au bored the yeilding Skie. 1 
Thro' Arches, Firmament, and all, 
Like Bullets thro? a Plaiſter Wall, 
I doubt J ſhall get little Glory; 
Becauſe you'll ſay, I tell a Story : 
1 own 'twas ſtrange, they lit Juſt there, 
Where Heay' n was moſt out of repair; 3 
But 


(nr) 
But as I'm an Hiſtorian, 
That flatters neither, Gods nor Men, 
What's that to me? it is beneath me; - 
l ſhould, to pleaſe the Folks that read me, 
When things look odd, leave Hiſtory, | 
And follow probability; 3 


Oe meeting Truths, that are not taking, 


Change ? em for Lies of my own making. 
Tho' we all know, it matt'r of fact is, 
That this has been the common practice, 
3 cunning Writers, that made conſcience 
Of nothing elſe but writing! Non- ſence. 
Truly, T m none of thoſe, and word 
Things, as 1 find them on record: 


As for the reſt I've no deſign to 
Make you b'lieve mote, than you've a mind to: 


5 Authors, no more than Quacks, ſhould grudge 5 


The People toRead, Tr y, and Jud, ge. 


Then! it's reſolv'd, come on't w hat Will, 


— 


” We'll keep cloſe to the Original; 


And go in queſt of thoſe nine lately 


Gigantick Pins, we left ſo lately; . 
1 Flying 


(422) 


Flying rhro' ch' Air up to tlie Palace 
Ot Heaven, where Þ hope, all well is. 
But, tlio? they ſhoot ſo be r 
1 hey re not there yet for all their hate 
Which is not ſtrange, if we conſider | 5 
What wicked way from hence it is chither. it 
Well let em fly, mean while I'm going 
To ſee the Gods, and what they're doing. 
This large Room is the Council-Hall, 
Where Gods meet at their Maſters . 
But this next to t (which, if you'll b os vie 
With all its ſtrong ſcents, God forgive me, 
If the Compariſon too nnd Mn 
Looks like a cleanly Houle of Office, 
It has ſo many Holes and neat Seats) 
ls the great Cloſet of the Sweat-mears ; 
Where ove and others, that are nice, 
By way of Snuff take Sacrifice, 
Which Mortals, that are Godly, given,” 
Broyl upon Earth to nouriſh Heaven: 
From which, Beloved, I ſhall raiſe 
The Garin Doctrine, if you pleaſe ; 


(Par- 


EI „ : 
«# « & Ls 


(13. Po 


0 pardon, that Manibus illotis — N. 5 50 | 
I ſhowd'touch Phraſes Sacert lotis) 
That is; that thoſe, who know what 8 «od, 
Care not for groſs ſubftantial Food: 
So Cooks eat little, yet look well, 
Becauſe like Gods they live on mel 
Which being too fulfom, where it's near, 
The latter draw i it firſt thro' Air, 
And diſtance makes 4 it taſt the better; 
As long Pipes make Tobacco ſweeter. 
That Parlour there, which Mercry 18 
b Duſting with an old Wing of his, 
Is a well furniſh'd Room in troth. 
O fie! I thought twas hung with Cloth, 
As fine as C'er was cut by Draper, 
But coming near 1 ſee 1 its Paper. 


4 


berha ps you 11 wonder, w. hy you” re brought to 


This empty place, and where you thought tr 


Find Deities, like Plumbs in Pudding, 
That Heay' n, you'll ay has ne'er a God in ; 


"Ss fs . : | |. 
6 © eo ION | Grear l 


Ketten 


Great Rooms with neither Cat. nor. Mouſe; 4 
But this Poor Lad that cleans the 3 1 
But youre miſtaken, they'r re at home, 
Tho” lockt up in their Dining: Room, - 1 576 | 


Where moſt of 'em, who lookt too An a 
Ihe Bottle, are at preſent ſleepin , 


5 Not that, hate the preſent tine; 
But r th'other lunes mars warte TY þ 


On Stools and Benches, not be 97 
Henceforth Vl talk in imperfelto, 5 


5 rj 4 


4 faw a hole chro? ach I ey a 
The Room round, and the belt 1.6 PY 
Was Jeve, Who free from Royal care, 


Sat lolling in an eaſie Chair. 757 
But Juno lay in rumpled Head-clothes 109 366 


9 On Couch with neither {h ame, nor Bed- clothes, 


4 


But Coats i in tumbling ſhov'd, to hish, 
That I could. fee half way her Wh 15 
And ſomething, which, I thought, but odd v was ; 
For a neat Woman and a Goddeſs: - | 


i - 


z (( 15 4 * 


dhe llept, and drove her Hoggs to Rumforty 
But ne'er à word, to Jes great Comfort. 
A low broad Chate, that by its cracking 
Proclaim'd, t'hiad been abus' d in backing, 
Was Palcar? $ darling Seat, to ſhew, ö 
bat Cukholds love, what makes em fo; 
And in't (his Tools and other things ; 


Stuck round his Guts in Apron- „„ 

With flabber'd Chin, his ſooty Godhead | WE 
Kept in his Pipe, for all he nodded. on 
But Pallas, tho' ſhe drank but little, . 

Lay with her Gown in all his ba 

On th'other fide the Lady Ceres, T, 

Who Patroneſs of Corn and fees: 255 

Drunk with Mault Spirits, Pale as Death, 
Was fick at Heart, and yawn'd for Preath. IE 
Mars lying forward on a Bench by =» 

Hug d it, as if thad been a Wench. 

Among the Pots that heavy Co W 

Bacchus, as drunk as David's Sow 


Lay backward breathing, like a Booby | 


Thro' Pimpled Noſe that look d like Rub. 
Next 


— - * 
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« 16. » 
Next to him ſlept that Sot Sis g bs gol ee 
And th' only one awake was Venus: 1 f 
Whom with her right Foot on the Ground, 
Tr other upon a. Stool I found ; 
Her left Arm, which was next to me, 
Was leaning on the {ame ide's Knee; 'F 
But as for thi other Hand, I dont know, $ 
Twas hid; and ſhe, in ſtat Proms chr wn 
With rowling Eyes, like Sinning Harlot,, 
And eager Face as red as Scarlet. 


chi Perhaps ſome Criticks with we'd loſt her, 


Rather than found her! in this poſture. 


W hilſt thus this far Aﬀtembly, thinking 
No harm, 3 Was napping after 450 
Their ſlaving drudge poor Mercury | 

Did all the Work, and, Juſt; as he 
Stood i in the Yard behind the Kitchin, Fs oa 
Trundling his Mop, and thought to fetch i in 
Freſh Water for next Day, a Pin, 


WP. i Wy 0 3 2 


With more noiſe than a Hu urrican, 


(39) 
Came thundring in, and breaking down . 
The fide Wall; beat two Rooms in onero:yt) 
The Son of Maja out of 's Wits 
Cried, Sounds you'll break-the Houſe to bits : 
Hold - yare diſtracted ſure -; I wonder, * 
Vou'll ever meddle with your Thunder, . 
When y are in drink: and whilſt he n 
He heard a Beam, or Bar that broke; 
But running in, he met in th Entry 
The Meal-tub flying from the Fantry : 
Down went he,-and what moſt provok'd him, 
The Meal got in his Throat and choak d him. 
There let him wallow, whilſt we tell, . 
What miſchief tho other Gods befell: 
At the firſt noiſe the! Nine- pins made 
Jove waked, jump'd from his Chair and did; 
What's that! in. Tone ſo formidable, 
As made the Gods. \tlivſe that were able) 
Get up and ſtare, tho' ne'er a Word. 
Which, Fore. thought, was a little Afar d, 
And cry'd, what can't you hear nor ſtir? | 


What was that noiſe there? Nothing Sir, IE 


1 
Says Venus. Vou' re u pretty Ladyy = 
Quoth Jose, nothing! the Devil had . 
Says Pallas it's, a Meteor, 
Of which I blieve Pve read before 
I un a new Author: They're no leſs © - 
Than Stars got from their Vortices, 
Which may, according to "+ 
Happen, if near the Poles ... a Fart is, 
Quoth Jove, I m ſure, chat ſuch; a 1880 
Materiæ primi Elementi $6 4 
Had burnt us, when the Vortex broke; 700 
And I ſee neither Fire nor Smoak: 
Whilſt thus they ftrove to find a way, 
Jo ſolve theſe hard-Phenomena, 
A piece of Pin came clever thro! , 
Yet touch'd none ; but as Pool do 5 
More miſchief 3 than the Ball, 61:3 , 
So Furniture and Bits of Wall, 
Were more offenſive than the Pins; 
A Chair hit Jo againſt the Shins : | tw 
A bit of Plaiſter broke the Bowl 740 
Of Vulcan's Pipe, and ſent the Coal 


On 


29 
On Snoxing Juno's naked Thin; 3G) 
Who Waked ſo unexpected, 
Flew up, and Scolding PRIN her- Arſe; 91 | 

Then overthrewthe:Bench-where Mars 
Was laid: quoth he, what are y a doing? at 

And, as he felt himſelfa going, 
Stretch'd out his Hand, on what he could 

| Graſp firſt, and by ill luck took hold 

Of a full Shaftsb'ry of Murgou, 
Which after; him the Warriour drow; 
And made his Body look all oer, 

As if he had been dipt in gore: 

And, whilſt the Bully ris, ard rapt out 1 
Some Oaths, poor Mercy. newly crept out 4 
His pow'dring Tub came hopping in; 
Where in the Devil's name haſt thou been ? 
Quoth Jove, are you to act a Ghoſt, 

Or Miller? I'm undone, and loſt, 

Replyed his Son, Thanks to your Thunder, 
With which you Lamed me; but'sno Wonder, 
As long you break the Houſe you dwell in, 


To try your Bolts. You lying V illain,. 2 7 55 
8 —— — 


( 20 ) 
I han't touch'd ene to days ered Jami ne tl] 
But ſure we're all bewitchd above: 
He Swore .by! SU and th? Alebran,. ef Vs 5 71 
W hoe'er made this: Diſtraction, d 54. aT 
Should rue for t then burſts out A Laughter; 
u'n Pallas his Grave leurned * B 7 
Could not fotbeary to ſee her Owh iro 1011 n- 
Fight Bacchus half awake'; Poor: Falk ls 
Who could not ſee, becauſe *twas tiahth : 5 0 
Was like t' have ſpoil'd het Windipipe 19 005 I 
For whilſt Dame Juno made this routy FR 
And Pipes and Seats were thrown abel; 3 
The frigkted Bird, drove from her dae 
had perch'd: oii Bacchis's jolly Face: 
He pull'd:and pluckt; but ſhe kept ei 
And ftruck her Talons in his Noſe; 
jus uſed to fight for Glory, 
And not to beat Fairy TOP 
Inſulting Foes: of e e 21 
Whilſt they on hoſtile bottoms ravage, 
Seem'd much ſurpriz d, tho' really ſtronger; 
: Which would have made the Conflict fl | 
5 ad 


C21) 
Had not the wiſe Mintroa been 
In Battels skilful and foreſeen ; 
That, tho her Bird-might ſpoil his s Phiz, 
1 Hoher would do her buſinef: 
Vet! in the parting em the martial | 
Virago ſhew' d her ſelf Impartial 
5 eſpouſing Neither's Cauſe, 
The Brutes from one anothers Claws. 
The God got up without a word | 
Of Defamation to the Bird ; 
But looking all about, faid, Pale 


” Don' t you know what” 8 come of that full Can, 
I left upon the Table : 1 No 


= Replied the Smith, hang m'if I do; Ts. 
| Ive been aſleep ; . "hui, if t'be red, 
1 b'lieve they ſpilt i 8 God forbid. 
Quoth Bacchus ftaring : wan't it there 
Silenus? Ask the God of War, | 
Quoth Momus laughing. Damn your Pot 
Cry d Mavors, you eternal Sot, 
Tue half on't in my Breeches till ; 
You greedy Raſcal can't you fill 


0230 | 
Your Gutts and lep without full Flaggons, 
To watch you, like ſo many Dragons 
Againſt ch aſſaults of dreadful Thirſt? 
You might | have drank-it, and been but; 
Not left it here: I'm wet as dung, 1 
My Shirt's all ſtain'd. Pray hold your * 
Quoth Bacchus, its an exc lent Colour, 
So deep and bright, none e er was fuller. 
Oh! he that knows but how they fell it, 1 
Muſt be a heathen Rogue to fp it. Ae I 


W 


At Wa of theſe Pathetick — wag 
Came Ganimede without his Breeches, 


And cry'd, how well you keep your word? 
I've made the Bed, and fed the Bixd, __ 
And all, and yet you | did not come: 

Who'd ſtay alone ? I've lookt the 133 5 
And here's the Key, if you ſhou' d want it. 
But N uncle {ure this Houſe i 1s haunted," 


I've heard ſuch noiſe; t muſt be a bad Spright, "Ml 


: And, as ] came, Te ſeen a ſad fight, 


1 


C25) 
That frighten' d me out of my Wits ; 
Our Glaſſes are all broke to bits, 
The great ones too, there's not one ſtands. 
Then we muſt ſup out of our Hands, 
Quoth Venus, like the Cynick. No Miſs, * 
We'll drink by word of mouth, quoth Momus. 
Jove look d, like Clown, that at a mens 
In famous Fair of Barth? Imew, 
Sees Juglers, and whilſt looking on 
| Believes, what, he knows, can not be done. Ln 
The brainborn Calf 's eyed Goddeſs, vext 
JI o ſee her Father fo perplext, ” 
— "ae, Sir, and pur'd him by the Sleeve, 
I'm ak concern'd to ſee you grieve 
For things ſo frail ; your Soul's too great; - 
Suppoſe it's a hard ftroak of Fate; 5 
Remember what the Stoick ſays, 
| To have been Fortunate always, 
Is not to know the ſecond part 
Of Nature ; then keep up your heart 


Above your Girdle. Other loſſes, 


95 Quoth 88 I could bear ; but my Glaſſes! } 
Oh . 


(24) 


Oh! could I but find out who broke.” em nr 
Here Pallas ſtopt him, and cry d Choak 00 

T'will be diſcover'd never fear it: Of 
I b'lieve I can gueſs pretty near Winn” 

Its either ſome Machine of War, 1 1 

Or Inſtrument to ſhoot a Star, „ n 

Of Mortals, that with envious Eyes [hoe 

Long have beheld your. glorious * "Ty W 6? e 

Nay I dare lay, what e'er I'm worth, 7 

That all this hubbub comes from the o 

For Man grows worſe and worſe; you fare 
Lou ſelf, and cry they will grow better; 
And ſo they will, in Underſtanding ; I 

But as for any other mending, NAT! 

_ You'll find, they'll do that ev'ry. hour, 

As ſmall Beer, that begins to ſowr. 33 00 
All this while, Anger, like a Thief, 

Stole on fove's Heart, and pall'd out ge 
Till, rous'd from dumps by cunning, 2 F 
He in a Paſſion Cockt his Hat, + 
And faid ; then Heav'i n 18 3 1 
And Mor tals br. ave me at my Table! | 


I've 


re bs, os 


a> — — 


— mi 
Pre a fine time ont on my Conſcience. 
Attack d by Scoundrells, that might long fince 
Have hang'd themſelves, but for my help, 
For which, when in diſtreſs, they' | yelp, 
And ſtun my ears: what makes em uppiſh, 
Can they ſubfiſt, ungrateful Puppies, 
Without my Sun- ſhine, ' Rain, and twenty 
Odd things, of which they have had plenty, 
Ev'n when themſelves forgot to Pray for it? 
What ſignifies to cry they? [| pay for it? 
” Perhaps they will; but God knows when; 
And 'tmay be not, where am I then? 
> Dogs, Villains, Worms ; 3 Im out of patience, 


Of which I'll give ſuch Demonſtrations, 


That they ſhall curſe the very Hour, 


They rais'd a thought to tempt my Power. 


Diſcord and Fear ſhall plague their Lives, 
I' ſend *em Impotence and Wives, 
Atturneys, Money-Scriv'ners, Proctors; ; 
And five and twenty ſorts of Doctors; 
With Poets to plague them 's no matter, 


th prudent Pallas for the latter; 
Quo Pr del 2 E 2 Thoſe 


Pony 1 : a _ 
4 ) - : * 
9 * 
» * 
— 


Thoſe Plants won't grow in every Ground , 


Beſides ; Theſe cunning Mortals found 


A trick for't, knowing they deſerve em, 


What trick is that? Quoth Hooe, they ee 
Replied his Daughter very drily; i 
For which he would have prais'd her _— 


At other times; but being blinded 
With Paſſion now, he did not mind i it; 
But like a Billingſgate went on, 


Where he left off. Mean while the San. - 


Light from his Carr, and, having drove 
His Steeds to Pond, came in, where Jove 
Was bragging what great Feats he'd do, 
How he 720 warn em with the blow ; * 
And, whilſt he empty d thus his Gall | 
In Language little godly, Sol; cf; 
Beholding Grief in every Face, 


Ask d what diſturbd the Holy Place? 


And, being inform'd by one or other 
* win had happen'd, told has Father, 
He could give an account. Then do i it, 
But n nake haſte, for I'm mad to know it, 


Quoth 


n 
Quoth Fore ; and Sol e an 3 


What J faid once, and won 25 repent t t'ye. W . 


(Tho! was Jof renown, as ſome are, 
Id ſetve you as your Fav'rite Homer, 
Who often wittily rehearſes ; 
Stories with the ſame ends of Verſes ; Jo 
And thinks a ſtrong Line not half ws 
Unicef" thas been uſed thrice or more: 
But cheating is not in my Nature, 

And ſo Parentheſis Claudatur) 
Sol now advanced to what befel 
The Gyants Leg, to ſhew his kill, 


Spun out his Tale to that juſt labgth. 


5 The Bow!'s bulk, and the Thrower's length 


Required. Cries touchy, Fore, a Fart 
For all this fiddle faddl', be ſhort; 

A mighty blow, and mighty — 35 . 
And mighty every thing, What then? 
Why then quoth So, chat ſmarted ſoundly, 


phon kick d down the Pins, [wore OP! 


And in great Fury flung 'em up 


W ith ſuch a force. that flying --- ſto ; 
— 1 : b Quoth 


Quoth Jove, Fre "WER more than enongh, 
And doubt, that if big Words won't buff? 
"This tardy Dog into Compliance, W. il! 
We ſhall be plagued more with theſs gan, | 
Than ** are aware of. — . v7 D _ 


_— OO 


Tell's em - Wa wits 5 ia dk chew; 4 
Don't mince the matter rattle em off 1710 a | 
And to be ſure talk great. enough: 1011 
Tell 'em they 're Mortals, and what odds, l 0 ' 
There. mult be between them and Gods: 
Tell T yphon, he ell find. no ſmall trouble, 0 
If ke deſigns to make m 8 5500 i art T 
And, tho he goes on ne er ſo 1 515 N 
4 That it will be my. turn at laſt: 2i;; = : 1957 
But then, to.wheedle him, you. may Ya, 1 
Good Words and Pray'rs go a great eh 3 
To ery Peccav's, and knock. under 1 5 I 7 
Is. th'only Shield againſt, that Thunder, nöd er 
Where Walls of Braſs an't ſtrong ane 
And Iron Armour's of no proof. 


Cad. 


But Sir, quoth Momus, Men on Bartels 


Lay Iron, to eſpouſe Beer's Quarrels, 
And, where that's done, they ll always venture 
A Crown, your Thunder dares not enter: 

Ergo. Sirrah you'll never reſt, 
Quoth Jeve, till y'have paid for your Jeſt, 
When eer you ſee m' on buſineſs, 


Get yout, or elſe be ſerious ; ; 


Then turning to his Son; hold hard on, 
Td make theſe Giants ſue for Pardon; 5 


And as ſtint not your Commiſſion, 


. 80 rather add, than make Omiſſion. 


The buſineſs being general, 3 ets 


And of ſo much concern to all, , 
Sure youll diſpatch ? em, and wat no Spur, 
Add ſo no _ but 80 and | proſper. 5 


All took cheit leave of Aries, 
Who tho' he liked this Embaſly . 
But little, bruſh'd his meally Jacket, 


Put a clean N eck cloth in his Focket, 


RED) 
Buckled his Wings to Head and Heels, 
Twined both his Serpents, ſome fay Reds, 
About the Stick, which, where 'tapproaches, 
Makes People ſleep as ſound as Roaches 
Then madea Leg, and ſaid good Night | 
Good People, and ſo took his flight 
Der Niers, Cities, Hills, and Seas; 
Till, looking for a bating place, 1 
He pitch'd upon the two horn'd — 
Not far from the Caſtallian Fountain, 
And ſaw the Learned Siſters ſi itting . 
In a low Barn, where ſome were Knitting, 
And others Spinning; ; one made Socks 
For Sol ; two mending their own Smocks, 


1 


Wuilſt they made ſhift to fit without 


In ragged Gowns. But now I doubt, 
Youll think, 1 had ſav'd the Decorum 
Much beer „ had I laid before em 
Some punctleſs Hebrew, « crabbed Greek 
Or Fothookean Arabick. 

How! ſays Critick ne er a Bock d 

And Worſted, Flax! methinks they look 

8 — 


(31) 
Like Soldiers Trulls, where Pay is « ſpent ; 
Or Girls, by crazy Worſhip ſent, 
For Principles of Nen Reſiſtance, 
And keeping Legs, not Men, at diſtance, 
Jo famous Univerſit7 
08 Bridewell ; where unwillingly 
The Damſels learn, when Income fails, 
To uſe their Hands, and fave their Tails, 
They're no ſuch Cattle ; therefore ſhew 'em, 
Diſſecting ſome Rene Poem, 


8 Ode, Satyr, or with Brains Prolyphick 


Solving Egyftian H ierogli phick ; 
Or in ſome Books diſcoy” ring Wit, 
Ne'er thought on, when the Work was writ; 
With Beauties Arts and Sciences, 
= That were unknown i in th? Authors days; : 
As if the Bombaſt Rhapſody 
Was made by way of Prophecy. 
Whoever 'tis, that makes this Clatter, 
I ſay, knows nothing of the matter. 
Should they in Metre, Song, and Rhyme 
Spend every eranny of their time, 


How 


. 

Hoy could the Virgin Scholars live, 

Where Honeſty, nor Learning thrive? | 
Don't grudge em then, that Read and Write 


All Day to take a ſtich at Night, 
Make Petticoat from tatter'd Blanket, 


Or foot a Stocking : God be thanked 


They're ſo well bred, as to ſupply 
1 Their! wants with ſuch wan Houſewif'! ry. 


% 


As rar this 1 digreſſion, 
It was a neceſſary one, 


To clear my Cloudy Repkitariin;: 
Touching the truth of this Relation; 33 1 
Which if you'll believe, when de, 
Was ſpied « out by Calliope, . 
She threw her Arms about his Neck, 
And kiſsd him till his Ears did crack; 
And ſo did Clio; Hiſtory | 
E quals Heroick Poetry : 
In loving Lies; ſome ſay ſhe uſes 
More of 2 than all th'other Muſes, 


And 


” Before I drink; within this Hour 


4 


* ' 
* . 1 4 » f.'$ 8 
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And now lie“ 8 deaffen a oth how . ye? 115771 
Dear Coz, Pm very glad to ſee e, 1 
Pray how do all our Friends above? 
One cries, how does that young: Rogue Lore: 7 
Another ; have you no new Miſſess? 
On whom does Fore beſtow his kiſſes, Tn þ 
Now Juno ſmoaks? But heark yyou 

Bawl'd out Thalia, is it true? 

We've heard, that that bold Trolop 1 Venus 


Had Clapt the good Old Man Silenus. 


Will Pallas ne'er be Married, cries N 

Terpfi chore ? The God of Lies, * 6 

__Moft ſtifled with ſo many kites, - jo. 
Stun'd with the Noiſe, and hug d to pieces, 


- Cr ied out, dear Cozens let m alone; '? 


Im fo dry, I can anſwer none 


I ve ſwallowd a whole Buſh'l of Flow 3 115 


Pm in 3 Pail 1 
Fetch d thir ty Coz ſome Adan's 5 « Al 


an & * 


F From 


- 443 
From Hypocrene ; which ſuddenly 
Fill'd him with fo much Poetry, 
That having a large ſtock of mw 

And not the Todgment requiſite 

To curb it, in continued flight © 
He talk'd like unſhavd Hedlamite; n 
And, tho? his Raptures 1 ran in Rhi 


ime, 

They were ſo'out of Tune and Time; 3 
That all his $killful Cozens, fearlnp;.. /- {4/4 
Left ſounds as theſe might ſpoil their Hearing 
To ſtop their Ears, were fore d to put in 


I! beir Fingers ends, for want of Cotton. 


| Coz all the while mixt Air and Fancy 
With Fuſtian ; till Poetick Frenzy 
Went off. But, as the Liquors fore 
Gerew leſs and leſs, the God's diſcourſe |, 
Maintain'd its Tprightlineſs no: longer. E 
So Feavers make the ſick man 9796 gf 35 1020 
But, when the burning Fit is gone, 
The Patient cannot ſtand alone; 
And, as ſmall Wines, beyond cheir ſtrength 


By fooliſh Vintner work'd, at- length 


„ 
Turn flat, ſo he, who in his fit 
Had prodigally ſpent his Wit, 
Was, as his weary brain grew cool, 
Turn'd from a. Mad- man to a Fool, 
He paus d a while: Then cry'd adieu, 


jumpt up, and ſo away he flew 


From Ladies yers'd in every 5 


To rude Rebellins * the Giants, | 


M Theſe haha no FO FR at theit krey, 
For which they Hunted&twice a wa 


RY But thought on Fuel next to Food, 


And in a moment ſtript a Wood; 
Not a great Foreſt, but a Place, 
About as big as Enfeld-Chaſe. 


Tho' that's no crime; for, where they « eat, 
They muſt have Coals to dreſs their Meat. 
That Night, by chance, they had no more 5 


Than Hundred Oxen, Fifty Score 


3 


Of Mutton. That Was all. --- What then; N 
. They' re none of 'em great ee | [x24 
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(36). 


And now a greater Pile by far; f 101 
Than e'er burnt Roman rente 19 ber" 
Was lit; which made as good a "_ ef 26 0 
As Cook i in reaſo could defire'; 910% LY | 
When dn'the Corls they Haid ehen "Ring + © 
But ] forgot to telf'y ; ; how. neat Sq Wo 2 1 1 
In killing of their Beaſts they were; 
To what our naſty Bütchers ure; 94 
: That make ſuch bloody 8 8 
They're Fools. Thefe Lads made no fuck . | 
With Knives as bioad as Haſſars Swords "7 © | 
But pinch'd their Heads, as we do Birds: 0 
Took out no Gauls, nor waſh'd-the Tae; 5 
But ſery 4 them juſt as we do dnipes: wh 30,7 
Nor do they ſinge the Hair: that's bunt, 
They ery, before the Meat is turn d. 


They take all whole, then lay i it 2 800 iT. 
And afterwards ftay till it's +5416. Sp I 11 

A Moral, teaching Cooks to be T 

Exempt Arden Prod igalit 2 nM ) 


And from Impatience : 1 which, with i Ine; 


A grozning Sin is near the Fire) 
Not 


We 
E * " = „ : 
4 & * * * *.. 
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C39). 


Not Glutton like to make Science 

Of Cooking, but be plan, like Giants, 
Who'll often broyl ye o'er their Chats, 
Fat Oxen, as our Weavers Sprats. 


4 But now | lets turn to > Mercury, 
| Pope Jove's Legate a Latere; 7% 8 
Who made great haſte; but, coming 1 near 
Was ſtopt by what the Mob calls fear; 
It ſhew'd him Thyphon, and the Fire, 
5 Perſwaded him not to go nigher 3 
And now the God was at a ſtand, 
Till, thinking on the ſtrict Command 
Of "Da (who thought | he was ſo ſtout! } 
He ventur'd « on, and look'd about; 
And, as Men, fam'd for Eloquence, 
Are foldom without Impudence, 
So he, with no ſmall ſtock of Braſs, 
Afſumtl a buying Brokers Face, 
And interrupting Giants noiſe, 
Said with intelligible Voice. 


CE) 


Jode, who's above you, tho' you were 
Thouſand times bigger than you are, 
Says, that you're Sawey, Swaggring Rakehells, 
Mere Reprobates; you could not make elſe 
Such an abominable rout, 
In tearing every thing about; 
He ſays you're all of brutiſh Napp 
And fears you'll be iidem Semper: 
But ſpecially that ill-bred, Scur: vey, 
Sad Dog, (that turns all tspäs turen 
For miſchiefs ſake, the Devil choak _ 
Without the leaft cauſe to provoke dem) 
That Typhon ; who with Pins or Stones, 
That might as well have broke our Bones; 
Has mads to day more Gaps in Heaven, | 
Than all the Gods can ſtop in ſeven; 
Batter'd the Stars, and made em look, 
Like Pewter Plates at Shop of C ook , 
Nay « one, ſtruck by the middle Pin, 5. 
Will ne er be his own Star ag' in; 


. * ; 


There”, 


( 39 ) 


There's Goody Moon, that had her Cheek hit, 


By one of em, won't ſtir this Week yet; 


As for her Noſe, O! its a ſad one! ; 


— lies flat, as if ſhe never had one. 
Another, which the greateſt loſs i is, 


Threw down the ſide · board, and the Glaſſes. 


| Your Giantſhips think what you pleaſe ; 

| But Fove won't put up things as theſe 
I'm certain. But, if fooliſhly Es 
You've only pickt this quar'l, to try 
What Mettle he's made of, have a care * 


” You've got t the wrong Sow by the « ear: 5 
Unleſs you think thoſe Bolts were Gight ones, 
With which he overthrew the Titans; 


They were no ſmall Rogues, and their fall 
Might have been warning to you all: 

But either you was never whipt for 

The great neglect of reading Seripture; 3 
Or elſe y apply it, which is much worſe, 


Not to your ſelves, more than a Coach- -horſe, 


For daily you diſturb the Peace, 
As bad as Iriſh Rapparies; 


| And, 


[1 
| 
J 
1 
oF 1 
| 
[| 
i 
'f 
1 
WW! 
4 
il 
\F 
i 
6 
ſ 
Ii 
l 
{| 
4 
F it} 
l 
j 
1 
if 
! ! 
* 
, 


(40) 
0 And, ert you know a ng ome Farm is, 
You take the Cattle vi & Armis ; 


Rob Boats, and Coaches, w ithout fear 
Of Conſtable or Officer, 


Nor any Juſtice « of the Corams 3} 
- it they ſhould bid you come before” em; ” 
By which, and hundred other Tricks. 
Your Names are famous as Old Nick's, 
You' re, next to Law, the plague o'th Nation, : 
Nay worſe, tho' not fo much in faſhion, 


7 "Abd there 5 not one that can afford 


Jo give the beſt of ya good Wes: --- 
hut all the World, which is a ſad thing, 
Cries openly you re good for nothing. 
Yet Fore, who loves your Mother thi Earth, 
Not You, who from your very birth 
Han't been worth hanging, will ge.” 
Your Sawcineſs, if you ſubmit, 


35 Repairing Loſſes, where you're * 


As firſt, that of his Side-board- Table 
With hundred Glaſſes; which is ſoon done, 
lf y you but take a trip to London, 


W lere 


C 4x) 
Where as fine Glaſs as can be ſeen i is, 
What ever others prate of Venice. 


Let em be large enough, don't Rint Glaſs ; 
And to be ſure bring none but Flint Gets: 
But as for general Releaſes, * Lt 
For breaking Signs, and Stars to pieces; . 
And all the damage done to Heaven; 
Which, as things ſtand, may be forgiven, 
Muck 1 than repair'd ; the price is, 


Two Hecatombs, and a 7 Spices; 


Fu And after wards, to cloſe the matter, 


= Repent, bequiet, and live better; 

All which t accompliſh you've a Week yet; 
So there's a pardon, if you ſeek it. 
Perhaps you 11 think, that bare Repentance 

Will do- but pray for what neee, ? 
If you will play, and be unculy, 
No reaſon he ſhould loſe by't truly : 
It's well enough, that your Submiſſions 5 
Are taken on ſuch fair Conditions: 1 
Remember that a Week's the moſt, 


Which if ou flip, it's to your colt. 3 
1 0 G II 
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Then now, or never, that's to fa, 
W hilt the Sun ſhines yu * make ng | 


Thus ſpoke the God of Ede, 


And gave each word the true Ae es 1 1 
]Joyning his Hands to help his nl $ 
As all your Orators, that fain, 
When Argument s of little force,  _ 
Wou'd have you ſwallow their 7 5 3 
For fear, it ſhould not reach the Heart, 
Supply the moſt defective part 
With Geſtures, in good hopes of handing 55 
Their feeble Sence to RE: 5 EEE 
As we hand Children over Kinnels, 
Becauſe they're weak, and might ſtep in elſe. 
You'll wonder, how theſe Sons of Riot 
wv ould let him ſay ſo much in quiet; 1 
And yet, if you'll believe Hiſtory, 
| They did : tho' it's as ſtrange to me, 
That pratling Mercury held his Tongue 
5 80 ſoon, as that they heard fo W 


They 


( 43 } 


They ſtared it s true to ſee a ſneaking 


Low Spark among em venture ſpeaking; 


But Bully Typhon, much ſurpriz'd 
To hear himſelf ſo Catechis d, 
In Indignation made a King, 
- Cry 'd filence, look'd as big 's a Rong, 
And kept em much ado from coming 
Near th' C Orator, tho! not from humming : 
But ſtifled with commanding Voice 
Their Murmurs, when they ris ta Noiſe : 
Till having heard all paus'd a while; N 
Then with a forced ill- natur'd ſmile 
| Spoke thus. You little, filly Fellow, 
Of Talk ſo full, and Brains ſo ſhallow ; 
What Puppy ſent y out of your _ 
On ſuch a ſlev'leſs Meſſage pray? 
Extraordinary Embaſſador 

Of Nine- pins, was it Jupiter, 

That quarrels for this mighty matter? 
He's old enough, ſure to know better, e 
8 Then for his careleſneſs blame us; 
For, if he ent an Tgnoramus , 
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He'd put his Lanthorns up elſewhere ; 


Not leave em dangling i in the Air, 
And when they're damag'd make a fuls, 
What are his tawdry things to u? 
Tell me of Signs, and Stars, a Blockhead 1 
Why don't he put him in his Pocket? 
Your Goody Moon, you ſay, I hit hs, 
Add one word more, a gad Tl ſplit her. 
What bufineſs has Fore here below? _ 
Pray let him mind his own: I'll throw; 
And throw again, and would fain ſee, 


That God that dares to hinder me. 


It he's too 10 v what need he tire 


-- Our Brains with that ? let him go higher. 
But you fine Gentlemen abovre 
Mult have a dev'liſh ſtock, that Jose, 8 
Who kick'd his Father out of doors, 


And daily fills his Houſe w ith Whores, | 


Lays with his Siſter, and ſtrange Wives, 
Dares talk of our ungodly Lives : 


And you his Pimp | in Ord' nary, 


Had need to Preach Mami 1 
5 „ Lon 


has). 


You theeving 55 where all the Nation 
Knows your whole Life, and Converſation. 
What's come of the young Gentleman, : 
'--— our cloven · footed Baſtard Dur 
Jour Goatſhip got, but th' other wy” 
: Upon the Chaſte Penelope? 
Tis we that ſhould complain ; j we've reaſon; ; 
Thave weath'r in May enough to Freiz one, 
And Winds, that keep the Spring ſo back, 
Folks think, you loft your Almanack : 
We're either plagued with Drought or Bloody: 
And get more harm by you than good : 
Nay, if on Graſs for wet we pray, 
You'ld ſend it, when ware ma king Hay. 
And, when 'tis hot, you give no Rain; 5 
But what your Sly Sun ſteals again ; 
By which you often draw it up, 55 
Before the Ground has drank a r 
Tho' for bare uſe, ſpight Parliament, 
Your Bayliffs gather Twelve 7 Cent. 
Tell Jove, 1 lay, that he an Aſs iss, 


| For n, we ſhould buy him Glaſſes; 55 


; C040) 
1 nuch at him: às for his barldü vs 9211 0 
Twill never fetch him here 4 Futthing 5 F = 
1 fear thoſe mighty Bolts you talk on 
No more, than Gravel Stones Twolk 08. o 
The Hecatombs w No deny/1 aber : 
| But only for good Husbandry," Bogut 
Well eat em firſt; for its the fame,” To | 
To him that only loves the Steam. | 1 
And as for your: bart Noble Bali, k- 
Thank God, yat't lire, upon that bie, | 
0 Which cor e again on fuch an Errant, 28 2 5 
Will be your doom, e'er y'are aware ont. 


* 


5 Then clapt his Hand upon his Breech, 


. Said, that“ 5 for Ty? wo cloſed is «Speech, 


R 4 


3 All hollow 4 wi with hidecits cry; 
Houted, and Lauęht at Mercury; "WEE 
Who quite daſh'd out of knee 
And fearing further Infolence, | 

Said nothing; but, to ſhew his Wit, 
Drew up his Heels, vnd ſhot he Fit. 


Their 
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Their Meat now almoſt broyld enough 
Was turn'd once more, and taken off. 
They Supp'd, and drank to't heartily, 
Then went to fleep, and ſo will K 
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